


Sympathy for the Devil (part one)

by Lamech



Category: Angel
Genre: Horror
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2000-05-30 09:00:00
Updated: 2001-02-10 09:00:00
Packaged: 2016-04-27 18:56:14
Rating: M
Chapters: 7
Words: 30,220
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: When a stranger asks the trio for their help to find a murderer is she all that she seems?





	1. strange weather

> <meta name="Generator">  Angel the series belongs and was created by the great Joss Whedon

Angel the series belongs to and was created by the great Joss Whedon. I'm just a humble writer, barely surviving on Ramen and Pixie Stix. 

Bonus Note-This story will be told in several, and I do mean several, parts. Think of it as watching the show and the waiting between the parts are the commercials. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

SYMPATHY FOR THE DEVIL

(part one)

By Lamech

_Another Tuesday, another dozen doughnuts. _Wesley stared at the brief line ahead of him as he waited patiently in the bakery. It was the same thing he had done last Tuesday and the Tuesday before that one. The day had rolled around and it was his turned to get the morning doughnuts for the office. Half glazed, a quarter with sprinkles and a quarter jelly with cherry filling.

_How long have I been doing this? Weeks? Months? Or has it even been years?_ Wesley knew it could not have been years but time still made him feel that way. He folded his arms as he looked at his feet. _How long has it been since I arrived to America? _He couldn't remember. All he could recall was that the endless rows of palm trees; the slew of bleached plastic blondes and that God-awful Californian accent that everyone talked in had always been there. He tried to remember about his ex-flat back home in Britain. _Yes. I remember it very well. Drafty, cramped and old, but it had a lovely view into the streets. Green grocers and merchants would always line those kerbs from dusk to dawn. And I could simply walk down there and purchase an apple without worrying whether or not had it been organically grown or been picked by almost slave labour migrant workers. An apple was just an apple. _

_ _

The young man sighed. Would he ever see home again? He wondered if he pawned all of his possessions would he have enough money to get a ticket back home. Probably not. And even if he did what was waiting for him there? He couldn't rely on his family forever. No, he would probably wind up staying in an even smaller flat than the one he had before and on the dole. 

He thanked God that he had Angel and Cordelia to keep him company. In many ways they made life in L. A. bearable. _And at least basic television is free here. Even if PBS only shows just the reruns of "Neighbours."_

_ _

"'Morning, Wes," the girl behind the counter chimed when it came to Wesley's turn to order. She smiled and pulled the few stray strands of red hair away from her eyes. The nametag on her shirt read "Sally". "Will it be your Tuesday ritual, again?"

Wesley smiled back. "Yes, please. But today I also would like for you to throw in one of those chocolate chip biscuits as well," he said as he pointed at a plate of wrapped deserts. 

"Chocolate chip biscuits? Now, Welsey, what did I tell you about using British words in my American bakery?" The girl smirked as she folded her arms. 

Rolling his eyes, Wesley sighed. "Please don't make me say _it_." 

"C'mon," Sally cooed as she waved her hands as if trying to draw out the word from within the man. "You're in the U.S.. And you have to use U.S. terms. Just say it. Coo-coo-…"

Wesley rolled his eyes and grunted. "Fine. Would you please also throw in one of those chocolate chip…(sigh)…cookies as well." 

The girl grabbed a huge cookie off the platter and tossed it in a cardboard pastry box. "Done and done. Now that wasn't brain surgery, was it?"

The young man answered Sally with another grunt. "I honestly don't see how a grown man can say the word "cookie" and not feel like a three year old again." 

Grabbing a sheet of wax paper, Sally turned her attention to the rows of doughnuts that lined the shelves behind her. "You're such a Brit, Wes."

"So you are British," a voice spoke from behind the young man.

Wesley turned around and found that he was standing face to face with one of the most angelic faces he had ever seen. A young woman with olive skin and light brown hair stared sincerely into his eyes. The scent of paprika and vanilla poured off her skin and lofted around Wesley's head. He couldn't help but take it in. 

The woman blushed. "Oh, I hope I wasn't being rude."

Wesley noted that she rolled her R's. _And she has a rather thick accent. Eastern European? Hungarian? Turkish? What ever it is, it's lovely. _He felt himself return her blush with one of his own. His hands dug deep into his pockets. "No. No. Uhm…you weren't being rude at all."

"Thank you very much," the woman smiled as the fingers of her right hand glided up to her hair and began to fidget with a couple of strands. Her light green eyes scanned the floor. "It is just I've been in America for about a month and you are the first non-American I've met. It's nice to meet someone from back home as well."

Wesley shifted his weight from one foot to another. He was fidgeting as well. "Yes, back home." His mind was scrambling for clever things to say. All that he could come up with was, "So…" _I swear, Cordelia is right, I am an idiot sometimes. _

_ _

"So," the women said as she continued Wesley's sentence, "Which part of Britain are you from? You sound like a cross between a Londoner and someone from Manchester." 

"Ha. You are correct on both parts. I lived in Manchester for half of my life and in London for the other half. Well, up to now." He looked around the bakery. _Now I'm stuck in this lovely little cesspool that the locals jokingly call "The City of Angels."_ "And how about yourself? I believe that is an Eastern European accent, correct? Hungarian, maybe?"

"From Budapest. Very good."

There was a brief pause. Wesley licked his lips and looked back at Sally. _What is taking so bloody long? _The girl was picking up a glazed doughnut with a pair of tongs in slow motion. She glared at the young man and motioned at the woman next to him. She mouthed something.

Wesley shrugged his shoulders. He didn't understand why she was going so slow and what she was mouthing. 

The girl rolled her eyes and whispered, "Name. Ask name."

The young man's mouth formed a large "o" as he nodded. Sally was playing cupid. 

_Lovely.  
> <em>

"Uhm," Wesley began as he turned back to the woman. He forced a hand out from his pocket and stuck it out before him. He hoped that it wasn't sweaty from his nervousness. "My name is Wesley. Wesley Wyndhm-Price. Nice to meet you."

The woman took it. "Anna Borsos. And it is nice to meet you too." She smiled again.

__

_Good Lord, her smile just brightens up her whole face. _Wesley rubbed the back of his neck. He felt like he was a first year student in Secondary school again. Just fresh off the boat and meeting all the co-eds. He remembered that he acted like a fool back then when it came to women as well. 

"Wesley's a private eye!" chirped Sally as she placed the doughnut box on the counter top. 

Wesley swung around and glared at the girl as if to say _butt out. _Sally smirked. She all but ignored his grimace. "He does all sorts of cases. Kidnappings, black mailing, spying…like I said all sorts. Go on, Wes; show her your business card. It's really cool. It has this drawing on it. It's supposed to be an angel but I thought it was some sort of fancy writing at first. Still it's cool."

Closing his eyes, Wesley wished that he could be anywhere but there. If and when his cheeks stopped burning he was going to seriously scold Sally. 

"I'm looking for someone."  
> <p>

Thoughts of boxing Sally's ears suddenly vanished from Wesley's head. Eyes snapped open. The woman before him was no longer smiling. In fact her whole small frame drooped from her bird like shoulders. Her eyes were cast down. Her hands were rubbing each other until they were red. The woman's entire stance screamed of helplessness. 

Wesley felt his hands gently stroke her shoulders. He didn't remember putting them there but it felt like the right thing to do. "Who are you looking for?"

"A monster." She dropped her head even lower. "But you wouldn't believe me even if I told you the truth. No one believes me."

A sincere smile graced the young man's face. "Trust me," he hummed in his soft accent, "There are very few things that I don't believe now a days."

Anna looked up. A hint of tears misted up her green eyes. 

"I can help." 

Anna smiled as if she had heard that sentence before repeated in different voices. "Very well, Wesley." Her brow scrunched up as she fought to muster up the courage to continue. "I am looking for the man who murdered my husband. Only…this killer is not human. He is a vampire."

___________________________________________________________________________________________

Angel wandered into the office from his apartment. His skin was still not quite dry from his morning shower and it was making his black shirt a bit damp. The scent of Irish Spring soap covered his flesh. He liked the aroma of it but in no way did it smell like the water in Ireland. Doyle used to joke that the springs in Ireland all smelled like Guinness. _Wishful thinking,_ Angel thought. God, he missed Doyle. 

The vampire wandered over to the Mr. Coffee. He didn't even notice Cordelia sitting on her desk with her arms folded tightly across his chest. But then he didn't notice much without his morning cup of coffee. Carefully he poured the hot liquid into a paper cup, added the cream and sugar and smelled it. Usually just the odor of the drink was enough to awaken his sense but today the coffee had an odd scent to it. _Probably the coffee filter. Wesley has yet to make a bad pot. _

_ _

Turning around and leaning against the file cabinet, it was then that Angel noticed Cordelia. She was glaring at the entrance as if she was trying to open it with her mind.

The corners of her mouth were pushed down in a way that Angel knew she was ticked for one reason or another. _What ever it is I know better not to stick my nose in it. I didn't survive over two hundred years by being stupid. _He sipped his drink.

A split second later he spat it out. 

"Gee-zus!" he hissed in between chokes. He had never tasted anything so foul in his life. Holding the cup out as if it were a bomb, he searched for the trash can. When he found it, in went the cup with drink and all. Quickly he looked for something to take away the horrid taste that coated his tongue. _Doughnuts. Sugary doughnuts. _The pastries were no where to be found.

_

What was going on here?

_

"Wesley?" Angel called out as he took another cup, filled it with water and swigged it down. No one answered. "Wes!"

"He's not here," answered Cordelia without inching from her spot.

Another cup of water went down. The taste was slowly dissolving. The vampire filled up the cup for the third time. "Where is he then?"

The young woman shrugged her shoulders. "You're guess is as good as mine."

"He didn't come in?"

Cordelia shook her head. "I tried to call him but he didn't answer and he doesn't have an answering machine. I ask you, who in the twenty-first century does not have an answering machine? What is he? Amish? Really." The woman stood up and began pacing. Her heels clicked as she walked. "And he left no message on the office's machine. No fax. No page. No note. We're talking a big fat goose egg here."

The fourth cup of water went down. The coffee taste was putting up a brave front. "So, I take it you made the coffee."

"Yes and don't you dare start with me, dead boy."

Angel took a step back. He looked at his empty cup and went for his fifth drink. "Cordy," he began as he sipped at the water. "Wesley probably has a good explanation to why he's a little late."

The girl's eyes narrowed as she glared feverishly at the door. She pulled nervously on the edge of her frayed white shirt. "Three hours late."

"Three hours?" Angel realized he had over slept. He wondered if that was what happened to Wesley as well. Most likely. He crumpled up the paper cup and tossed it away. Then, gingerly, he sat next to the girl and gazed at the door. "He probably over slept. It happens. Or maybe he is stuck in traffic. You know how it is around here. One accident on the freeway can cost you your entire day."

The girl's eyes traveled up to his. She let out a disgusted, _"hmmp," _as if to point out how clueless the vampire really was. 

Rolling his eyes, the vampire threw his hands in the air, "It's Wesley, Cordelia! Just Wesley. What could go wrong?"

"Oh, I don't know-" the girl began. By the tone of voice she was using Angel knew he was about to get an earful. "Maybe you are right. What could go wrong with a man who used to be the Watcher for not one but two, count them, two Slayers. Then later on turns into a demon hunter, himself. And now works with a vampire that has been known to do a little slaying, himself. Not to mention is also on the hit list of the city's and possibly the country's most powerful law firm who, themselves, have been known to kill in order to make sure that their cases are won." She looked at the vampire with a deadpan stare, "Gee, Angel, maybe you're right. What possible trouble could Wesley be in?"

Angel stared at the floor for a moment as Cordelia's words sunk in like a lead weight. He hopped off the desk. "The tunnels to his place are under construction. We're going to have to take the car there." He walked over to the file cabinet, opened it and retrieved the Plymouth's keys. "You have to drive. Can you manage stick?" He tossed the girl the keys.

Cordelia caught them. "No, but I'm a fast learner." She went around her desk and started to straighten out things.

Angel headed back to the elevator. "You close shop while I get my coat."

"Will do."

Suddenly Angel froze. Cordelia asked what was the matter only to be hushed by the vampire. She listened closely and caught a faint sound. Talking. Two people talking. 

One of them was male and the other was female. 

"Wesley," whispered Angel. 

The woman nodded. Going around the desk she went back to her sitting spot. The voices were becoming louder and talking was being interrupted by laughter. Wesley was okay. Half of Cordelia was relieved and the other half wanted to strangle the living snot out of him for nearly scaring her out of her skin. She folded her arms and scowled, "Oh, he's in for such a severe glaring."

Angel agreed and followed suit. 

______________________________________________________________________________________________ 

Down the hallway Wesley walked with Anna right beside him. "And what did he do next?"

"He flipped the guard off," Anna laughed as she stopped at the office door. 

The young man laughed as he took hold of the doorknob. He paused, as he wanted to hear the rest of the story before going in. "And what did the guard do?"

"What could he do? He threw Johnson in the cell along with Cranson brothers."

"He was in with Cranson brothers all night?"

"Actually he was in there with them for three days. Jules didn't return until Sunday."

Wesley leaned against the door as he laughed even harder. "How completely brilliant! And I would wager he never tried to steal wine from that monastery, again."

"And you would win that wager," Anna said as she returned his smile.

Wesley turned the knob, "Well, we're here. You are going to really like Angel and Cordelia. They are really good people."

"If they're anything like you I like them already."

Welsey turned away to hide his blush. He walked into the office and held the door for the woman. She followed him in and spotted the couple sitting on the desk. "Oh. You must be Angel and Cordelia."

Wesley looked up; "Yes-" He took one look at their faces and cringed. _Oh. Bloody. Hell. I'm dead. _Forcing a smile he continued his introductions. "This is Angel and Cordelia. " Quickly he walked around Anna and stood next to the two. The girl and the vampire were still coldly staring at him. "Angel, Cordy, this is Ms. Anna Borsos."

Codelia held her icy stare at Wesley for a moment and then turned to the woman. Instantly her face lit up with the warmest smile Welsey had ever seen. She put her hand out for Anna to shake. The woman took it.

Cordelia then switched her attention to Wesley all the while still smiling. "Tell me, Wesley, where have you been? Angel and I were getting a bit worried." As sweet as her face was, the young man could feel the venom in her voice.

The young man suddenly produced a box of doughnuts. "I went to the bakery. There's a chocolate chip biscuit in there for you, Cordelia."

The girl took the box, lifted the lid and retrieved the cookie. She then shoved the box into Angel's direction. He rummaged through it, pulled out a glazed and settled the box behind him. His face still held a sour scowl. 

Wesley let out a nervous cough as he walked behind Anna. "I met Anna there."

"Yes," Anna said as she looked in Angel's direction. "Wesley told me you can help me. That you are a detective."

The vampire looked up from his untouched doughnut. "You're from Hungary."

"Yes, I'm from Budapest. Have you ever been there? Wesley was telling me that you have traveled throughout the world."

"Well, hasn't Wes been the chatty Cathy," Cordelia snapped as she tore a hunk of cookie off and stuffed it into her mouth.

Wesley returned the comment with a dirty look. Angel rolled his eyes. The two of them were starting the fighting sibling act again. It was his turn to take control.

"I have been to Budapest but that was a long time ago." Visions of drunken nights with Darla at his side danced through his head. He pushed them back. "Wesley said you needed our help?"

Wesley pulled a chair for Anna and himself. The woman settled in as Wesley went to the Mr. Coffee. He poured himself a cup of coffee and sipped it. A moment later the half-swallowed coffee was all over the place in a quick choke. He coughed as he turned away from the others and took a cup of water. Turning back around Angel was right there shaking the box of doughnuts out in front of him. The young man smiled weakly and picked up a glazed. He sat at Anna's side and took a small bite from the pastry. 

Angel continued without missing a beat, "What is it do you want us to do?"

"Uhm," she said as she gazed in the vampire's eyes. Her own narrowed as if she was trying to look past him rather than at him. Shaking her head, she closed her eyes. "Wesley told me you handled unusual cases."

Cordelia piped up, "How unusual are we talking about? Missing children? Stalkers?"

"I'm looking for a vampire."  
><br> "That's us."  
> <p>Anna gazed up at Angel. Her green eyes narrowed with the same distant gaze. "This vampire killed my husband. And he didn't do it out of hunger he did for sport. Ever since that night I've been searching for that monster so I can have my revenge. Unfortunately, I only got a glimpse of him and I have no name. For years I've been grasping at straws and hitting dead ends. But through God's wonders I've managed to track him to here, Los Angeles. My problem is this is a large city and I feel that if I don't act quickly I could lose him again. Please help me. Wesley told me that you know the city like your own skin and that you have connections with everyone. Again, please, I need to find him."<p> 

Angel placed the doughnut that was in his hand back in the box. Suddenly he didn't feel like having anything sugary. "And what will you do with him once you find him?"

"Kill him."  
> <p>The room became silent. No one knew what to say to next. Cordelia stared at her cookie with a blank face and took another huge bite from it. Wesley looked towards Angel's direction. He already knew what his answer was but wanted to hear the vampire's before he said anything. Angel let out a sigh, "Alright, Ms. Borsos. Tell me what you have."<p> 

Cordelia hopped off the desk and scurried around to her paperwork. They had a new client. The good news was they were finally going to be able to get some bills paid. The bad news was it was more paperwork for her. 

Anna rose to her feet and took hold of Angel's cold hand. Her eyes were misting up. "Thank you, Angel. And, please, call me Anna."

________________________________________________________________________________________________   
> What Anna had was not much.<br> 

She had witnessed the whole messy act of murder but it had happened so fast that the details were blurry. She was to meet her husband, Peter, at a restaurant_. _When she turned around a street corner that was on her path, she found herself looking down an alleyway. At the end she saw Peter and a vampire. Her husband was in his arms, dead. She could see that his throat had been clearly slashed. Blood was smeared on the vampire's face. Another vampire came up to him telling that they had to leave now because the constables were coming. And they were gone. They had taken her husband's body along with them. Three days later Peter's body had been found propped up in a church as if he was praying. An amusing little joke on the vampire's behalf. 

The local administration made Anna behead her husband and bury him at the edge of the city at the crossroads. He wasn't allowed to get a proper burial. The church declared his soul damned and there was not anything they could do about it. 

And ever since then she has been on the hunt. She felt, no, _she knew_ that if she killed the vampire that murdered her husband, Peter's soul would be saved. 

Angel sat in a chair from across the woman. He was sketching a composite of the vampire. He was European by his accent. Most likely from Great Britain. Anna's English was a little vague back then but she recognized the language the two were speaking and could somewhat understand what they were saying. He was tall and on the youngish side. Not a child but not quite in the age of full manhood. 

Angel smudged the pencil drawn lines with the tips of his fingers. "Hair and eyes?"

Anna paused. "His eyes were yellow. Like an animal's. But his hair was…. blonde." She looked at Angel as she said this. Her eyes gazed along his hairline. "And it was long. He had a ponytail."

"A ponytail?" Cordelia sneered as she looked up from her paperwork. "Great a yuppie wannabe vampire." She went back to her work. 

Wesley was next to her working on the computer. He had been cross-referring with past police bulletins to see if the vampire had left a trail of bodies. But Anna doubted there would be. 

The day waned on. Anna was right. There were no recent murders or even reported attacks that had smelled of vampirism. Tired and frustrated with his futile results, Wesley took a break and ordered Chinese for everyone though Angel said he was not hungry. He had spent most of the day on the phone calling every two-bit hustler that owed him a favor. Still the trail was cold. 

Angel didn't understand it. Everyone left tracks behind, even ghosts. How come he couldn't find a thing about the vampire that fit Anna's description? A feeling of uneasiness was clawing at Angel's gut. There was something amiss here. But what could it be. _Could Anna be lying about the whole thing?_ That thought came out of no where and almost shocked him. Why would she lie? Why would anyone lie about something as horrible as that?

Angel scratched his forehead and ran his fingers through his hair. He looked up at the woman who was eating the Chinese leftovers with Wesley. She didn't look like she was hiding anything. _But you know very well that nothing is as what it seems. _Wesley laughed and then Anna laughed. Angel could hear them talk about British politics. Tony Blair on paternity leave or something on the lines like that. Angel scrunched up his brow in confusion. 

"Look at them," whispered Cordelia as she settled a pile of paperwork in front of the vampire. "Talk about a flirt fest. They're gabbing all about Manchester United or some football group. I didn't even know England had a football team. Can you just see it? Pig skins and crumpets." She took a seat next to Angel while a grin played on her face.

Angel smirked. "Football is what they call soccer over there."  
> <p>"Oh." The girl paused and then snorted. "Then why don't they just call it soccer? It's very confusing to me. <em>Europeans<em>." She patted Angel's arm. "Say, Angel, you're European. Maybe you can tell me what the whole deal is?"

The vampire sighed as he watched the couple from across the room. Their accents played around in his ears. The way they moved with their hands reminded him of the merchants from the mainland from when he worked in his father's shop. Very expressive. Very loud. A telltale sign that they were not American. Even the color of their skin gave them away. Their skin was washed out. The two of them were pale, even Anna with her olive tint. Americans glowed. _Probably from all the vitamins that they pump into their food and the chemicals they slap onto their faces._ Angel knew that if he were alive his skin would probably have that American look to it. 

He sighed. "Cordelia, last time I was in Europe for more than three months, neither world wars had even begun, women didn't have the right to vote here and the Wright Brothers were still a couple of years away from taking their historical flight." 

"Thank you, grandpa." 

Angel raised his eyes brows. To which Cordelia sighed and murmured how her jokes were always lost on him. She picked up her purse. "It's a quarter to eight. Can we call it a day, Angel? If I have to phone one more guy named Joey or Sal in order to get some inside information, I swear, I'm going to scream." 

Looking at his watch, Angel wondered where the day went. He nodded. It was time to call it quits for now. His mind was tired and he wanted to do a little investigating on his own. _I want to see what I can find about Anna._ He called out to Wesley who was lost in his own little world that contained him and Anna. The woman gingerly brushed the young man's arm to make him realize that Angel was calling out to him. 

"Wes, it's almost eight. I think we're finished for today. Looks like nothing else is going to turn up for a while."

Anna looked at her watch. Her eyes grew. "Oh, my, I didn't even realize the time. Here I am enjoying Wesley's and everyone else's presence so much so that I didn't even notice that the day has disappeared." She arose to her feet as Wesley handed her purse to her. "I know we haven't found much in the way of information today but I feel that I am just right around the corner. I know it." She stuck out her hand to which Angel took it. Her flesh was so warm. "Again, thank you for everything." 

Angel nodded rather than say, "welcome." He was still uneasy. Especially the way Anna looked at him. It was still as if she was looking through a window. Never in his life had he wanted anyone out of his sight without a valid reason. The urge to yell was growing in him like a virus. "Uhm," he stammered as he looked at Wesley and Cordelia, "I want you guys to come in around…nine. Ok?"

With confused eyes, Cordelia just gazed at the vampire. Angel was upset about something. But what? She shrugged. Work was over. She was tired. Plus Angel was always upset about one thing or another. Nothing was new there. "Sure."

Wesley's eyes were still on Anna. He nodded. He wasn't really sure what Angel had asked but was pretty sure that a nod would please the vampire. "Anna, I gave you a ride this morning to here. Would it be too foreword of me to give you another ride to your hotel?"

Smiling the woman reached over and took Wesley by the arm. "Wesley. I was about to ask you if you could give me a ride. I was never quite good at finding my way around by bus even back home." 

The two of them walked out of the office without saying good-bye to the others. Deep in a discussion about the latest episodes of "Neighbours", they were oblivious to the two other beings that were Angel and Cordelia. The girl and the vampire stood in the dark. Wesley had hit the lights as he left. Something he did every night on his way out. 

Cordelia pressed her tongue against the lining of her cheek. She didn't find any of what had just happen amusing.

"Europeans," she groaned. 

  
> <p>________________________________________________________________________________________________ <p>

Wesley had pulled his bike to the side of the hotel. The place was not all that ritzy. It was one of those tourist type hotels that would stuff Bibles into the dresser drawers and nail everything in the room down. Still it was nice place to rest your head. 

Anna climbed off the bike. She commented on how that was the fastest she had ever gone in her life. She smiled and thanked the young man for the thrill. 

"Would you like me to pick you up in the morning?" Wesley said as the two of them started to walk towards the entrance. 

"Would you really?" Anna said softly, hardly believing the generosity of the young man. "It is not a bother for you?"

"Not even in the slightest."  
> <p>The two of them stood in silence. Neither of them was sure of what to say next. Wesley could feel his heart in his throat. He was wondering what he was doing. Why was he being so forward? He looked at Anna. <em>Those green eyes. Like the forest behind my old house. Like home. <em>He suddenly found himself taking a step back as a new train of thought raced through his mind. _She's a client, Wesley. And when she done with the vampire business she will be gone. You best remember that. _

_ _"Wesley."  
> <p>The man shivered out of shock. He blinked. "Huh?" He focused to see Anna gawking at something behind him. Her face was twisted in horror. All color had vanished from her skin. "Anna?"<p> 

"That man…" she breathed taking Wesley's right arm and holding it tightly. 

Wesley looked over his shoulder to see a man nuzzling at the neck of a woman. By the way she was dressed with a fake leather mini skirt, filthy halter-top and five-dollar heels, Wesley guessed she was a hooker and the man was her John. But in the manner he was kissing her _on the throat_, it was coming across as too forceful to be a trick. The hooker's mouth was opening and closing with a jerky motion. She looked like a bass. A screaming fish. Her hands were curled up into fists so tight that her knuckles were white. The man had them tightly pinned to her sides. Wesley could tell that the woman wanted to move. Her whole body was jerking slightly like the way a human's does when pain becomes too unbearable. 

The skin on Wesley's arms began to crawl. He pushed Anna back, "Hide."

The woman pulled on Wesley's arm, "No. Don't. You'll get yourself killed."

Dragging the woman behind a parked car, the young man hushed Anna. "I can't just ignore it." Anna was still holding tightly onto his arm. Her face had become soft like that of a scared child. Her eyes were on the borderline of crying. Wesley uncurled each of her slim, warm fingers from his sleeve. "I've done this before, Anna. I know what I'm doing."

The woman sunk to her feet as Wesley looked over his shoulder again. The hooker and the "John" were still there. A twisted thought played in the young man's mind. _Look on the bright side, Wesley. Maybe it's not a vampire after all. Maybe it's just a common psychopath. _

_ _

Quickly from the saddlebag that was on his bike, he withdrew a stake and a vile of holy water. Cordelia told him once to always have them at hand just in case. _Clever girl. _He looked back at Anna who was still hiding behind the car. Her eyes were as big as saucers as she watched the young man storm down the street.

"Hey!" Wesley yelled at the John. 

The man looked up. Wesley winced.

_No, definitely not a psychopath. _

_ _

The vampire dropped the hooker. Her body hit the dirty pavement and didn't move. Tensing his body like a cobra ready to strike, the vampire stood his ground. With a quick swing of his arm, Wesley sprayed the creature with all the water that was in the vile. The creature gasped out of shock as the liquid made his skin bubble and boil. The smell of cooked meat rose in the air. Wesley raised the stake in his hand above his head as the vampire tried to regain his senses. He looked up at the man before him, the man with the stake ready in his right hand and wailed. The ear piercing howl struck Wesley's head like a spear. He almost dropped the stake in order to cover up his ears. He looked back at the vampire just in time to see the creature run around the corner. The young man took foot. But as fast as he ran he realized that it was a waste of precious energy. The vampire was gone. He had screamed like a scared little girl and slipped Wesley's grasp because of this. 

The young man groaned. He knew exactly what Cordelia was going to say to him when she found out. _Pathetic. _

_ _

A minute passed when he realized that Anna was still waiting for him to return. Wesley sucked some air into his lungs and began to run back. He hoped she had not been too frightened. Anna was no longer hiding behind the rust worn beetle. Instead, she was on her knees before the hooker with her fingers gingerly brushing the girl's face. From a distance Wesley could see tear tracks on Anna's cheeks. He slowed down.

"Anna." He walked up to the woman and the girl. 

The hooker's body was limp and her head hung to one side. The gash on her neck was already collecting flies. The woman swatted them away with a disgusted bat of the hand. It was only now that Wesley could see the girl's face. Soft and baby like. She couldn't have been a year or two older than Cordelia. Her eyes were still open with a gaze that was vacant and long. Gingerly, Anna closed them and crossed herself. Wesley paused at the religious gesture and crossed himself as well. Something he had not done in years. 

"We should call the police," Wesley whispered as he offered his hand to the woman.

Anna took it and rose to her feet. She had not heard a word the young man had said. Staring at the street behind Wesley, she grabbed his sleeve once more and held it tight. Her eyes were already beginning to tear up again and her body shook like a leaf. 

"Wesley. That vampire. _That was him._"

END OF PART ONE

_ _

_ _
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SYMPATHY FOR THE DEVIL

(part two)

by Lamech

"So, let me get this straight. Because the vampire screamed like a little sissy baby, you let him escape? **_PATHETIC!"_**

**_ _**

Cordelia was pacing around the office in her pajamas. Charming blue sheep decorated the fabric. Angel wanted to make a comment on them but decided best not to. He had called the girl in the middle of the night and asked her to come back to work. She wasn't happy about that. So much so that she didn't even put on her make-up or get properly dressed. Angel never realized how young Cordelia really was standing there without her make-up while decked in kiddy night gear. She looked kinda cute in a little sister sort of way. 

But as cute as she looked she was laying it on thick on the young British man. He sat on the couch with Cordelia leaning over him and giving him the third degree. Wesley looked like he had gone through war and back. His hands were grabbing at his sleeves and his eyes refused to look up from the floor. The very posture of a man drowning with guilt. He had failed Cordelia, Angel, Anna and most of all he had failed himself. So when Cordelia was slapping him with insults he didn't protest. He deserved it, every one of them. 

Sitting next to him was Anna. She seemed very calm despite the fact that her fingers were fidgeting with her hair and she was ignoring the whipping boy show next to her. Instead she was focused on Angel. 

"He's here, Angel. I saw him with my own two eyes. He's here and now I can do what I must do so that Peter can be at peace." She took Cordelia's hand, which instantly made the girl silent. Gently rubbing Wesley's forearm with her free hand, Anna hummed, "Don't be mad at him, Cordelia." 

The girl looked at how her hand just dwarfed Anna's tiny, fragile hand and then glanced up at the woman. Anna continued, "I didn't want Wesley to kill that monster. I have to do it. And if we found him once, we can find him again."

Cordelia slipped free from the woman's grasp. She leaned against the banister and sighed. She wanted Anna to be just as mad as she was just so she could have someone to share her crankiness with. But, no, Anna had to act rational. She looked at Wesley who was still scanning the floor. _He really is pathetic. But he means well. _She bit her lip. _Wonderful. _ His guilt was rubbing off on her. "Sorry, Wes." 

The young man looked up and nodded. 

Suddenly Angel cleared his throat in order to get everyone's attention. "Anna, we should go now and find him while the trail is still fresh."

"What!?" Cordelia sputtered as she threw her hands in the air, "You expect me to go out into Los Angeles to chase some vampire while dressed like this?" She tugged at her pajamas. "Oh, I don't think so."

"It's very becoming," said the vampire.

"Hell no."

"She has a point," started Wesley as he climbed to his feet. "I doubt that Cordelia could strike fear in even a small child while parading around in teddy bear pajamas."

"Sheep pajamas," the girl corrected.

"Excuse me?"

The girl once again tugged on her outfit in order to give Wesley a closer look. "They're tiny blue sheep. See?"

The young man took off his glasses and nodded. "So, they are. Very cute."

"I know. I saw them at Gadzooks and they were on sale. Such a steal at-"

Angel cleared his throat again. Wesley and Cordelia realized what they were doing and both of them blushed at the same time. Now was not the time to be discussing adorable night gear. There was a vampire out there in the city and a client here that wanted him dead. Quickly they turned their attention to Angel. 

It was Anna who interrupted this time. "We shouldn't go out."

Angel answered this with a confused scowl. 

The woman stood up and folded her arms. "Right now that vampire thinks there is a vampire hunter roaming his grounds. And if he's smart, he's hiding. If we go out with our swords drawn and he sees us, he's going to know that there is someone after him. And I know he will flee the city. He is a coward. Tonight showed me this. I do not want him to flee. However if he waits tonight and nothing else happens, he will probably think that Wesley was a fluke. He will let his guard down and then and only then is when we will strike."

The vampire opened his mouth as if to protest but Anna quickly raised her hand to counter act his silent argument. "Angel, I have waited years for this. You can wait one night."

With a heavy sigh Angel agreed. Cordelia smiled as she clapped her hands. Now that was the end of that she could go back to her apartment and to her comfy, comfy, oh, so, comfy bed. She headed towards the phone in order to call herself a taxi when Angel said something that made her shout out another, "What?!"

She made a note to herself. _Learn a new "I am shocked" phrase. _Dropping the receiver she spun around and stormed over to the vampire. She poked him in the chest. "Repeat that, please."

Angel looked at the finger that was poking him. He took one pace back. "I want Anna to spend the night with you at your place. I feel it's safer this way rather than having her return to her hotel. Just in case the vampire does come back."

Wesley agreed. He stood by Angel's side and gave the girl a pleading look worthy of a puppy dog. "For one night only. Then tomorrow we can find different lodgings for her. But in the pinch we are at the moment, we need you, Cordelia."

With a scowl that could rival Angel's the girl groaned through clenched teeth. She then sighed; remembering how she hung out at Doyle's when she was having trouble. One good turn deserves another. Or was that no good deed goes unpunished? Whatever cliché it was she felt she was living it. _I hope she's not a snorer or else Dennis is going to be ticked. _"Fine. Fine. Fine." She repeated, sounding like she was trying to convince herself. Throwing her hands in the air in disgust she sputtered, "Now can we all get some sleep?" 

___________________________________________________________________________________________________

The skin of a vampire has some amazing properties to it. One of which is the ability to rapidly heal itself. Scars and other disfigurements rarely occur even if guns, blades and/or chemicals did the severe damage. 

All of this would be fascinating to the common observer but in Joshua's case he could not care less. His skin was burnt now and at this moment. Sure, in a few hours he would be right as rain with his skin looking like as if it had never been splashed with Holy Water. 

But right now, right at this moment, he was in pain and his skin was sloughing in huge pieces. 

The vampire had never been attacked with Holy Water before. It was an experience he would not tell his grandchildren that is if he had grandchildren. 

His body was shaking as if it was going into shock. Which really puzzled him. He was dead. At least his body was. Why would it be going into shock? Or for that matter why was he feeling any pain at all? Shouldn't his nerve cells be dead? His head was hurting him. He hated the rules and the exceptions that came along with his undead body. He wondered if Dracula ever had these problems. But then he realized that Dracula wasn't real. 

"Joshua!" the girl in front of him screamed. She looked around eleven but was dressed like a hooker. Everything was skin tight and exposing what little cleavage she had. She brushed the black hair of her pageboy hair cut away from her blue eyes. Her voice betrayed a slight Scottish accent that once was strong but had faded with age. In her tiny hands she had a bottle of iodine in one and a slightly iodine soaked washcloth in the other. She slapped the cloth against Joshua's face.

The vampire screamed and fell off the crate that he was using as a chair. The floor was cold and cement hard. He hated living in an abandon warehouse but at least it was a roof over his head. And as long she was there. Without her, his sire, he knew he would be long dead. 

"That hurt," he still hissed. It hurt even more when his face changed from human to demon. His skin was still too frail to switch. He moaned when he went back to human. "Cully," he said to the girl in a faded Scottish accent of his own, "Give me a slice of sympathy here. I didn't ask to be attacked by some raving lunatic with a stake. What is the city coming to nowadays? It's just not safe anymore." He climbed back onto the crate. "I lost the hundred you gave me."

Suddenly the girl's soft face twisted to reveal the demon inside of her. Joshua tensed up; "It wasn't my fault! I ran before I was able to steal the money back from the hooker." With a sigh he began to mutter under his voice, "Not that she was worth it. Her blood may have had heroin in it but it was the cheap kind. I'm not even buzzing, just numb." 

The girl shoved the bottle and the wash cloth into his hands. "Serves you right. You were out in public-"

The vampire put the objects away in his backpack. "I was in an alley way!"

"Still too public for us." She wondered over to the two mattresses that lay bare on the floor. "I, on the other hand, have been working all night. I got us enough money to tie us over for the week. Who knew that there were so many sick perverts in this city? Too bad as soon as I got them in the dark, off went their heads." A twisted giggle escaped from her lips as she sat down on one of the makeshift beds and stretched her skinny frame out. Her eyes glazed over in a hungry dream; "There was this one man. Well, man-cub, really." With a smile she licked her lips. "He was so tasty but he died too soon. Had a heart attack in my arms. Ohhh, I wanted him to last forever. A Spaniard from Madrid with blood that tasted of saffron he was. I love Spanish men, especially for dinner."

"Well, my dinner was horrible and I'm in pain. Is there any powder left?" Joshua asked as he rolled his right sleeve up. Cully was right ahead of him as she pulled out from under mattress a bag of heroin, a syringe, spoon and a lighter that had a Crumb drawing painted on the side of it. The drawing was of a man walking with an absurd stride with the caption, "Keep on truckin'!" written over his head. Cully liked Crumb. She liked anyone who had a life more miserable than her. 

Joshua removed the belt around his waist. The leather was cracked in certain places. It had seen better days but it was still useful. At least for the use the vampire wanted the belt for. The whole ordeal of cooking and shooting the heroin seemed to take forever. But when the high kicked in with the rush of the drug screaming through his veins like a bullet, leaving a cold kiss in it's wake, Joshua felt like it had been worth the wait. He stumbled onto the mattress as Cully cleaned up. She didn't care for drugs except for alcohol. And right now seemed the ideal time to dive into her vice. From the same space where she stashed Joshua's heroin she took out an old bottle of absinthe. Now this wasn't the same absinthe that one could get in quaint little glasses along the outdoor cafes of Prague. Where the poison, the kick that made it truly wonderful to drink, was left out, replaced by a safer more stable herb. No, wormwood crawled in this bottle, always ready to bring madness to those who dared to drink it. 

She took a swig of it. While others would have choked and died on the bitterness of the drink she took its embrace to her tiny chest and still beating heart with the hungry of the monster she was. Another swig went down and burned her throat. She wondered why crack and heroin was easy to find on the street corners of any rundown ghetto but absinthe, the good kind, was next to impossible to get in America. _If they only knew. _The liquid poison swirled around her brain and spoke to her in whispers of paranoid revenge. 

"Joshua," she whispered to the vampire that lied across her flat belly. "This hunter-"

The male vampire's eyes fluttered open to reveal milky white nothingness. He blinked again to show hazel. Reality was fighting hard to grab him. "Yes, sire."

"This hunter may be a problem."

"Of course he's a problem," hissed Joshua. The drug had made him brave. But he still swallowed the spit in his mouth and lowered the tone in his voice. "If he came after me once, he may do it again." His fingers brushed the new skin that was meshing across his face. "And this time he may be able to finish the job." A new thought raced through his head like wild fire. He rolled over on his belly and looked the small girl in the eyes. "He knew what he was doing, Cully. He was prepared. And-and-"

He was stammering. Cully hated when he did that. "Spit it out," she hissed and took another swig of green poison. 

"What if he gets you?" The vampire buried his head in her belly. And for a second he wished she were alive so he could feel her warmth against his cold skin. But in reality it was ice touching ice. "We're not fighters, Cully. We're the crows of the undead. We eat the leftovers of humanity. We, Cully, WE! Not just me. I need you, Cully. If something were to happened to you-. We should leave. We should take our bags now and run. Run while we still have life in us." He paused and added, "Well, you know what I mean." He dropped his head onto her belly once more. 

He felt her tiny hand go through his blonde hair. "Don't worry, child. There is no need to runaway." She said _child_ with a soothing numbness that made him calm. He was her child. Every inch of him. She cupped his face with her hands. "We'll find him before he finds us."

"But-but what will we do? Hand to hand, we'll be slaughtered."

The tiny vampire giggled softly. She arose to her feet and walked over to her bag that rested at the foot of her mattress. It contained all that she needed in the world, including her salvation. "Joshua, you're right. Hand to hand, we would be slaughtered. But that is Old World fighting." She took out a revolver. It looked like a huge monster in her hands. But her very stance told that she could handled it. "We're in America. And we'll do what Americans do when they want to get rid of someone." She slipped a single bullet in the chamber, closed it, pulled back the hammer and fired at the empty wall in front of her. Joshua flinched as the terrifying roar echoed off the metal walls of the warehouse. He turned to the tiny vampire. She was smiling as smoked climbed out of the barrel. It was all so simple. "We'll blow his fucking brains out."

  
> <br>   
> <br> 

END OF PART TWO
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Sympathy for the Devil

(part three)

_by Lamech_

_ **

Fee, fie, foe, fum.

I smell the blood of an Englishman. 

**_

The simple fairy tale verse was running through Wesley's head and refused to be still. He didn't know why it was there or how it came into being but it spooked him completely. And this was the last thing he needed. 

Sitting on his dime store couch with the remote control in his hand, the young man turned the volume of his television set louder. He didn't know why he was bothering to do so. After all he was watching an old Chaplin film. What was expecting? Louder silence? Still it was something to do. Something to occupy his mind. 

The night had been a strange one. Though strange was not the word he wanted to use. But the word he wanted to use had not been invented yet. And even if it did exist it would probably be a word that one would not use in polite society. Hunting demons, vampires to be exact was nothing new to him. He had been fighting for over a year now and with great results. Before that he had been reading and studying about the undead for as long as he could recall. But tonight, that vampire had unnerved him. Wesley had let his guard down for a brief second and the creature had escaped. 

_

But what if he hadn't run? He could have murdered you. 

Murdered. 

_

His epitaph came into focus.

_

Here lies Wesley Wyndhm-Price.

A coward to the end.

_

All the confidence that the young man had been building for the past few months with Angel leading him and Cordelia by his side had been destroy in one foolish move. And now that moment was haunting Wesley.

_

What if he ran in order to regroup with others of his kind? What if there are hundreds in his nest? All of them are now getting ready to repay me for the favour that I gave that vampire.

_

The young man turned the volume even louder. He could now hear the buzzing of the television as it dealt with the still silent movie. Leaning over on his couch he grabbed the phone off of one of the end tables. Wesley had only left Angel's place half an hour ago. Angel had kept the young man behind in order to get a better description of vampire that had attacked the prostitute. 

_

Just half an hour. Perhaps he is still awake. Maybe I should call him and say that I've forgotten to tell him a very important detail about the creature. 

_

He picked up the receiver and started to dial only to slam the receiver back down. 

_

No. I can't do that. He'd see through that tissue paper lie in a second. He'll realize that I'm scared and I'll look like even a bigger fool then I already am.

But I have to talk to someone. Anyone. 

_

He thought of Anna. A vision of her smiling at him made his heart race. He wondered if she was still up. If this was so, Anna and him could carry on with their earlier conversation on what was going on in Bosnia. She was such a brilliant woman. The smartest person he had met in America since Giles. The two of them made the young man feel good to be European. And right now he felt he needed to get that feeling again. He lifted the receiver again. And again slammed it down. A vision of Cordelia, complete with a forked tongue and horns jutting out from her temples, scolding him for even thinking about calling her place at such an indecent hour popped into his head. 

_

Best just to leave that viper's nest alone. 

_

The young man sighed. He needed more friends. A whole bunch of them to swarm around him and fill his mind with thoughts other than vampires, spells and dead bodies. 

Suddenly his stomach growled. Wesley rejoiced. 

_

The diner down the block! I can go to Joe's Dinner and gorge until the sun comes up. I can talk to the waitresses and the cooks. I can have regular conversations about regular topics. 

_

Logic told him that he didn't have to go to the diner in order to eat. There was plenty of food in the flat for him to appease his hunger. But then logic also told him that there were no such things as ghosts, vampires and monsters that went bump in the night. After a night like the one he just had, logic was not going to win with Wesley.

  
> ________________________________________________________________________________________________ <em> <em>

Cordelia yawned as she fished the keys her bag. She had waited in the cab as Anna made a brief stop in the corner market in order to get orange juice and muselix for her morning meal. That little detour between the wait and the different route home had cost Cordelia half-hour worth of sleep. But to tell the truth, the young girl did not mind. Anna had paid the cab fair and offered to pay in the morning for the cab fair back to work.

Cordelia smiled at the thought. _No bus for me, no, sir. I won't have to sit next to Mr. Chain Smoker with the stinky clothing or Mrs. Ignore the baby while she screams her head off. Just a nice, calm cab ride to work. _

_ _

Cordelia remembered when she had her own car and the freedom that went along with it. But that went away when the IRS got their grubby mitts on her father's expenses. But that was then and this was now. She unlocked the door and walked into her apartment. Anna followed suit carrying some plastic grocery bags. With a flip of the light switch Anna was exposed to the beauty that was Cordelia's apartment. The décor was strictly American down to the southwestern colored walls. 

"This is huge!" Anna gasped without giving it another thought.

Cordelia scrunched her eyebrows. "You think so?" She dropped her bag on the coffee table nearly knocking over a vase that overflowed with fresh sunflowers. Giving her place a quick once over, she added, "Yeah, I guess it is."

Following Cordelia to the kitchen Anna explained that her home back in Hungary was not quite as large but it was costing her through the nose. Anna settled the bags on the counter top and suddenly looked over her shoulder to the open air behind her. A puzzled look crossed her face. Gingerly she rubbed her cheek; "Do you feel a draft?"

Cordelia looked at the woman. "A draft?" She took a carton of juice from one of the bags and placed it in the fridge. "No, why do you ask?"

"Because it suddenly became cold in here."

"Oh, that's because of De-" Cordelia began and realized where she was heading with the conversation. Quickly she improvised, "_Deeeeents, _yeah, dents along the air conditioning ducts. An earthquake a few years ago damaged them and now the apartment gets funny drafts all the time." She smiled, "This place may look great but it's really falling apart at the seams."

Anna gave the girl a deadpan stare.

Cordelia was still flashing a movie star grin and she kept on smiling until her cheeks were aching.

With a shrug of the shoulders Anna continued unpacking her groceries. Cordelia sighed in relief and turned away from the woman's sight. She mouthed the words, "Go away, Dennis!" to the empty space around her and hoped the ghost would obey. 

"You don't know how much in debt I am to you for taking me in, Cordelia," Anna said as she discarded the grocery bag into the trashcan. " Americans are friendliest people I have ever met. Such hospitality. Such warmth."

"Now there are two words that I thought I'd never hear in L. A.," laughed Cordelia as she led the woman to the linen closet. 

"No, I am being honest." The woman protested as she was handed a large comforter. "If the roles were reversed I don't know if I would have done the same."

"Well, to tell the truth, you can thank Angel for this little slumber party. He suggested it and I just went along."

Anna stared at the wall before her. Her face fell and became stern. "He's a good man, Angel, that is. Isn't he?"

"Yeah, he is." 

A rash of red started spread across Anna's cheeks. "And Wesley…"

"What about him?"

"Is he with anyone?"

Cordelia scrunched up her brow and then smirked when she understood what Anna was implying. "Him? No. He's not much of Mr. Date-guy."

"So, you're not. And he's not."

The girl roared with laughter only to remember that she and him were once an item. "We were once. A looonnng time ago. But then something happened."

Anna cocked her head and asked what.

"He became family. I date and dump guys like nobody's business. But family, I never abandon." She smiled as thoughts of the awkward young British man danced in her head. "Wesley is a nice guy. A total geek, but he'd lay his life down for you in a New York minute."

"I know." Anna sighed as rested against the hallway wall. "In many ways he reminds me of my Peter. A bit clumsy but was charming none the less. A prince in a court jester's body."

"I wouldn't have put it that way," the girl said as she placed a pillow on top of the comforter, "But basically it's the same thing."

With ten pounds of linen in her arms, Anna was given the choice of sleeping on the couch or Cordelia's bed, with Cordelia taking the couch. In all fairness, Cordelia really did not want the couch but offered it anyway because of two reasons. One being Anna was a client after all and such an act would be sure to impress her. And the other one being Cordelia was always taught to be the gracious host. Guests came first. 

In the end Anna chose the couch. Cordelia didn't protest.

Anna dropped the linen on the couch and suddenly noticed something. "Your purse," she began as she pointed at the coffee table, "Your purse is gone." 

The purse was indeed gone but the woman spotted it a moment later on one of the coat hooks on the far end of the room. She then realized that the flower vase, which had been nudged a little from when Cordelia had thrown her purse down, was back in its resting-place. Scratching her head Anna proclaimed that this could not be so. She had followed Cordelia around the whole apartment like a puppy and never once did she see the girl put her purse away and tidy up the vase. So the whole sight before her was impossible. And yet there it was. 

With eyes widening, Cordelia found herself at a loss for words. She couldn't bluff her way out of this one. Maybe if she fainted or suddenly claimed she was having a heart attack she could escape from her painted corner. 

Suddenly Anna swirled around. She rubbed her cheek again. "There it is again," she hissed. "That draft." 

Cordelia closed her eyes. If there was any way on Earth to bring Dennis back from the dead and make him mortal again, Cordelia was going to find it. This was just for the sole reason so she could kill him with her own bare hands. 

Anna screamed. Cordelia screamed. It was a gut reaction on her part. She opened her eyes in time to see Anna coming at her. The woman grabbed Cordelia's arm and held it tight. 

"What? What is it!" Cordelia gasped as she looked over towards the couch.

There on the couch was the linen, all neatly unfolded and laid out. The edge of the comforter had been rolled down and the pillow was propped up against the left armrest. A small Andes mint was resting on the pillow. Anna's bed had been made but not by her. 

The girl winced. Dennis was making sure that Anna would know that something was wrong. 

"What is going on!?" Anna demanded. 

Suddenly a single sunflower floated out from the vase and flew towards Anna. It stopped a few inches short of her. With wide, unblinking eyes, the woman didn't know how to handle this other than to let out a scared whimper.

Sighing as she shook her head Cordelia gestured to the flower. "Anna, this is Dennis. He is my roommate who just happens to be a ghost. And, oh, yeah, as you can tell he hates to be ignored."

Anna looked at the flower, then at the girl, then back to the flower and then back at the girl.

"Take the flower. He's harmless. Annoying but harmless."

Anna smiled weakly as she took the flower. A cold breeze engulfed her. Her eyes darted about not sure where to look. "I knew I felt something. I felt it the moment I walked into this place. That comes from being around the supernatural for so long." With her empty hand she felt the air around her. "Can he talk?"

"No," Cordelia said with a yawn. "But he can sure make a racket when he wants to."

"Dennis, what happened to you?" Anna looked Cordelia with sad eyes. "Why is he here?"

"His mother offed him," the girl answered with a deadpan tone. "Real Edgar Allen Poe style. But thanks to him I've got the place rent controlled. And he's not half bad. Like an invisible puppy, minus the fur all over the couch." 

"You poor thing," whispered Anna as she looked at her flower. "I hope someday you will find your peace."

"So, you don't mind it that I have a ghost?" 

Anna shook her head. She placed the flower back in the vase. "Cordelia, I felt Dennis. I knew something supernatural was here."

"Yeah? And?"

The woman walked around the coffee table and sat down. She looked at the mint on her pillow and picked it up. Her fingers played with the foil wrapper. "Angel. What is he?"

The girl took a step back. The color raced from her skin. "Huh?"

"Angel is a vampire, isn't he?"

Cordelia felt the weight of her body overpowering her knees and all at once they buckled. But Dennis was quick with a chair and was able to catch her before she crashed to the floor. Sometimes it was good having a ghost for a roommate. 

  
> _________________________________________________________________________________________________ <br> 

Joshua puffed on a cigarette as he and Cully walked down the street. His face had almost completely healed but the pain was somewhat still there whenever he sucked the smoke into his lungs. Still his habit won out to his pain. The heroin had worn off and he needed another fix of something. Walking down the street the two of them looked like a brother and sister pair of common street kids. Joshua had changed his bloody outfit for a pair of cargo pants and a skater shirt and Cully had chosen a dark blue cotton dress with boots. Brightly colored rubber bracelets and Hello Kitty rings graced her fingers and wrists. Such a cute and innocent thing was to throw people off. No mortal would have ever guessed that she was pushing three hundred. 

"This way," Joshua said as he took the girl by the wrist and led her down an alleyway. He was leading Cully to where he last saw the hunter. Hopefully he had left a clue to who he was and where he was from. The two of them stopped a block away from the murder site only to see about four police cars and twice as many cops surrounding the space.

"He called the cops?" hissed Joshua. He groaned, "My prints are all over that body. Dammit."

Cully told the vampire to calm down. "We have a friend here." 

Joshua looked up to see what the girl was talking about. Leaning against a squad car was one of the detectives, a tall, fairly aged man with peppered black hair. He didn't look any different from anyone else on the force. No gentle eyes or brooding glare. Nothing that would give away his true nature. But Cully knew Detective Ingles better than that. She whistled. The man turned his head in her direction and smiled. He said something to the plain-clothes cop next to him about attending to some insider business. The cop nodded as if he understood what the man was talking about. 

Ingles walked up to Cully as if it was the most casual thing in the world. But then he cocked his head to the side, folded his arms and said, "A whore with a slashed throat. A whore who also happens to be light a quart of blood. Ok, who was it? You?"

The small vampire smiled as she ran her fingers along the sleeves of the detective's shirt. "How can you say that, Henry? You know I'm not that sloppy." 

A scowl crossed the man's face as he took hold of the girl's tiny hand and shoved it away from him. He didn't like to be touched by her kind. The feeling was eerie and cold. And it all but reminded him that he was being touched by something dead and evil. Cully looked at her hand and shrugged. She could not care less if her flesh disgusted the man. Many men weren't disgusted. 

"It was Joshua." The girl pointed to the young man who was trying to hide behind a lamppost. It only resulted with him looking like a male prostitute. "But it wasn't his fault. He would have disposed of the body better if he had not been attacked."

Ingles' ears perked up. "Attacked?" 

"Yes. A hunter. He attacked Joshua with some Holy Water and nearly burned his face off. Luckily, Joshua escaped before he could get staked." 

"Damn shame," hissed Ingles. 

Joshua heard the remark and his faced changed to demon. It had a horrible night for him and the last thing he needed was some crooked cop making jokes about his life. Still the vampire remained where he was and allowed Cully to continue with her work.

"Oh, you don't mean that," the girl cooed as she reached out to the man. Ingles backed away. Cully shrugged. "It's not like we kill the respectable people of this city. We only take the junkies and whores. The trash that people wish would disappear anyway. We beautify the city."

Ingles wasn't buying it. Every inch of him told that fact. "She was a kid, Cully. Barely out of the highchair."

"And yet there she was. In every back seat going down on men old enough to be her grandfather all the while high on every drug known to man. I bet you she made mother proud." Cully gave the man a cold sneer. She did not like being scolded by anyone like she was still a child. Especially by a mortal who was barely over one tenth of her age. "Why should you care anyway, Henry? You not having a bout of conscience on me, are you?"

Ingles shook his head and smiled. "Guilt is only for those who can afford it. What do you want, Cully? You already know I'm turning my back on this case. It's not like I can tell my boss that vampires are the reason for all the whore deaths in L.A.. And my connection to your precious absinthe was just sent up this morning."

The little vampire's face fell. "Joey's gone?" 

"Yes. Three years in prison. And with that sweet face of his, he isn't going to last long." Amusement suddenly danced in the man's eyes. He never cared for Joey. Too whiney. The only reason he worked with the drug dealer was for the money. But now since he is gone it was one less stain on his soul to worry about. "So now that the well has run dry why don't you pack up your things and leave. I never liked your kind. And the reason why I allowed for these murders to go unchecked is because I hate whores and junkies even more. You're all a headache for me."

Cully was trying with all her might to keep her temper in check. If this had been any other man, even with the cops crawling all over the place like ants at a picnic she would killed him at once. But she needed him. Years have told her that some mortals were more useful alive than dead. "I want to leave. And we were going to leave for Mexico tomorrow but not any more." Narrowed, angry eyes sized the man up. She so wanted to slit his throat. The feeling was a fire in her veins. She covered her face with her tiny hands as her appearance changed from human to demon. Her throat burned and her body trembled. Christ, she needed a drink. No, she needed the whole Goddamn bottle. 

Ingles instinctively place his hand on his gun even though he wasn't sure on what effect bullets had on Cully's kind. When the girl looked up her face was back to human. But even with a human face staring back at him, Ingles could see the wildness in the girl's eyes. His skin began to crawl. "Why can't you leave?"

"I want to kill that son of a bitch who tried to murder my Joshua." She grabbed the man by the arm but this time he didn't flinch or jerk back. He was too scared to. "The person who called you. Was it man or woman?"

"Man. But he was with a woman."

"She is of no concern of mine. He is."

Ingles could not deny that. His eyes gazed down at the girl's hand. Watching it as the fingers pulled at the fabric of his shirt, he wondered how long it was until sunrise. 

Cully's voice became a whisper as she gestured for the detective to bend down to her height. He obeyed. "Tell me about this man. Was he a fairly tall brunette with glasses and a blue shirt?"

The man nodded. "Late twenties. English."

__

_"English?"_ Cully hissed. She had no love for the English. So much the better that this man was one of them. His death was going to be a grand luxury for her. "Do you have his address?"

"My fee," the man hissed back. He had no idea where that boldness came from. But it was quickly gone as the girl's face changed.

Yellow eyes, monster's eyes glared back into his. "This one will be a freebie. A going away present for Joshua and me." Her eyes became human again. "After we get this man you will never hear from us again."

Not sure whether rejoice or remain surly, Ingles instead stood up and shook free from the girl's grasp. He dug into his shirt pocket for his notebook. He opened it and ripped out a page. "Here's his name, address and home phone number. The number underneath it is his work number."

Cully read the name that proceeded the work number. "'Angel Investigations'? What are they? Christian detectives?"

Shrugging his shoulders, Ingles laughed, "It would explain that whole attack. Those Holy Rollers know everything when it comes to you guys."

The detective's humor fell flat on the girl. She turned away from the man without saying a word and left. He remained silent glad to see that there would be two less monsters in the city. Still, in his heart he had wished that Cully had paid his fee. 

The small vampire walked up to Joshua. She nuzzled his arm for a bit, purring like a kitten all the while. Joshua cupped her cheeks and smiled. "I take it you got the information."

Cully answered this by swinging the sheet of paper in the air. The young man took the sheet and gave it the once over. His face scrunched up. "Wesley?" Not much of a name. Not by American standards. 

"He's English," Cully said as he took the boy by the hand. She kissed the top of it. 

Joshua smiled. His feelings on the English were same as Cully's. "I can't wait to meet him."

END OF PART THREE

  
> <strong><span style="text-decoration: underline;"><font size="4"> <font>**


	4. last cup of sorrow

